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Little maude.

0, where is onr dainty, our darling,
The daintiest da'ling of all ?

0, where is the voic> on the stairway,
0, where is the voice in the hall ?

The little short steps in the entry,
The silvery lsugh in the hall ?

0, where is eur dainty, our darling,
The daintiest darling of all—

Little Maude ?

The peaches are ripe in the orchard,
The apricots ready to fall,

And the grapes are dripping their honey
All over the gardén wall,

But where are the lips fall of melting,
That looked up ko pouting and red,

When we dangled the sun-purpled bunches
Of Isabels ever her head ?

0, rosebud of woman ! where are you ?
(She never replies to our call!)

0, whexe is our dainty, our darling,
The daintiest darling of all—

Little Mande ?

AN OLD LAWYER’S STORY.

1 am a very old man now. So old that
% work no longer as I used atmy pro-
fession. The time of rest has come. It
is a happy time, I am not poor. I have
all life's luxuries. Best of all, I have a
wrife who loves me still, and whom I
".ove as well as when I wooed her—nay,
better, if that can be, and my children
are beantiful and prosperous, What
can a man wish more?

I read my favorite authors. I smoke

my cigars, I take a glass of wine of an
evening. Sometimes we go toa pla;.
Every %undny morning to church. It
is all holiday-time for us. It will not
last long. We are both old, but we are

happy.

ggm is no romance about a lawyer’s
profession. People are disposed to
sneer at it, and to speak of its followers
as tricky sort of folks, more anxious for
their own gain than that of their neigh-
bors. If this is so, we do not stand
alone ; but I will say for my brother-
hood, that they have hearts as well as
other men, and that it is not always
merely for what we can make by it that
we undertake a canse,

Odd things fall into our way very
often. I have had no need to read ro-
mances, The real stories that have
fallen beneath my notice are quite as
interesting, and far more singular, than
any tales of the imagination could pos-
sibly be. Itell them to my chilr!fan
sometimes of winter evenings.

Perhaps it is only to flatter the old
man that they assume an interest in
them, nevertheless I will tell one of the
tales to you—one whick: I have always
had csuse to remember.

A great many years ago, while I was
comparatively a young man, and still
unmarried, I resided in a certain city of
Pennsylvania, and enjoyed the reputa-

tion of being the cleverest lawyer ever |¥

known there. It is not for me to say
the praise was merited, but I certainly
frund myself able to discover loopholes
of escape for those whom I defended,
which surprised even my fellow-la:?'erﬂ.
1 possessed by nature those qnalities
which would have made me an excellent
detective, and I was a thorough student
of the law. There was no mystery
ahout it, but among the more ignorant
classes I had gained a reputation for
more than human knowledge. Perhaps
it was not polite for them to say that
the Devil helped me, but they did.

However, I began to tell you about
Madame Mattean,

She was an old lady who owned a
little house in the suburbs ef the city.
She herself was of American birth, but
her husband had been a Frenchman,
and so the title Madame had been be-
stowed upon her. She was now a
widow, and her daughter Gabrielle, and
a son named Henri, were her only liv-
ing relatives. Her income was but
slender, and she eked it out by taking a
few boarders, generally steady old
people, who had known her for many
years. These respected and liked her;
but the city generally had a prejudice
against her. There had been two sud-
den deaths in her bouse. Each time
the vietim was a stranger who came at
night, and was found dead in his bed
in the morning. Each time the jury
was divided—some believing that stran-
gulation had been the cause of death,
some that the man had died in a fit.

It was a terrible thing that two such
deaths should have occurred beneath
her roof. Madame's friends pitied ker,
The rest of the little world hinted that
these were strangers, and that their
truuks, with no one knew what amount
of money and other valuable property,
remained in Madame's possession. No
one said she was a murderess, but every
one said it was ‘‘very strange,” in an
odd tone, and no one since that second
death had visited Madame Matteau.

I myself—perhaps because I admired
her a great deal,and her daughter much
more—had always insisted that it was
merely a coincidence, and that in a
world in which apoplexy and heart dis-
easc were B0 common, 1t was no such
marvel that two men should have met
sudden deaths in the same house, But
my faith in this theory was shaken
when one morningit was published over
the eity that another transient boarder
had been found dead in Madame Mat-
teau’s house, and that she was arrested
on suspicion of having murdered him,
his watch and chain having been found
in her possession.

Before I had recovered from the
shock of this terrible piece of news, a
message came to me from Madame
Matteau. She desired to see me, Of
course I went to her at once.

She had been taken to prison; and I
found her in a little grim room with a
barrel window, and an insufficient fire
upon the hearth. The logs had burnt
in two upon the andirons, and the white
ashes were scattered over the hearth,
Almost in them sat Madame Mattean,
in her widow's dress of sombre black.

She was chilly with grief and excite-
ment, and had drawn ber chair close to
the fire,

She shook violently from head to foot,
and her face was deadly pale asshe
turned it toward me and held out her
hand.

¢ Oh, thank Heaven, you have come !"
she said. ‘I know you can save me.
Is it net horrible ? B{)\Y could I kill a

man? Whyshould I? Why do peeple

come to m{ house to die? To die hor-
ribly, with black faces and starting

eyes, as if some one had choked them ?
Ugh! and he was a pretty young man
the night before. Ob, good Heaven,
how horrible ?”

Isat down beside her. I took her
hand.

« Madame Matteau,” I said, ‘‘be
calm ; collect yourself. As your law-
yer, I must know all. Tell me from
first to last what happened—what was
said, what was done. If you—"

I paused ; her black eyes had flashed
upon.me. I could not ask her whether
nl:':: had any confession to make. I saw
ghe had not. Unless she was the best
actress who ever lived, Madame Mat-
tean was innocent of any crime.

“If Jou have any suspicions,” I
added, ¥ tell them all to me."”

“There is no one to suspeot,” sob-
bed the poor woman.

‘In the house were ‘(abrielle, my
daughter, whom you have seen, old
Hannah, the cook, Mr. and Mrs. Beau-
champ, friends of my poor dear hus-
band in his bnyhood—the best, the
kindest le—Mr. Gray, a very old
man, too feeble to leave the house, poor
deformed Miss Norman, and the libra-
rian, Mr., Bassford. None of these
could or would murder a mouse. See
how kind they are; they remain in my
house ; they send me word that they
have no doubt of me, Ob, how can
anybody ?"

i And this man who—" I began.
“Yes,” paid Madame Mattean, “I
will tell dyon ; he was fair, young, hand-
somely dressed ; he asked Mr. Bass-
ford at the depot, if he knew of any one
who could sccomodate him. Mr. Bass-
ford brought him home. My only
empty room was the one in which those
other two strangers died, I could not
bear to put him there ; but Mr. Bassford
laughed at me. We had supper after-
ward, Hetalked a long while to Ga-
brielle, It was late when he retired—
late for our quiet household. Hannah
had made his fire. She came and told
us that she had done so. He said
good-night.

After he had gone, we found that he
had left his watch on the table. He
wore it only with a buneh of seals, and
he had been setting it by the clock, and
showing 1t to us as something very
handsome. I knocked at his door to
restore it to him. He had not left us
but fifteen minutes before, but he must
have been asleep already, for he made
no answer, So I kept it for the night,
and wore it down to breakfast next
morning. As I came down I met a
gentleman in the hall. He inquired
for Mr. Glenn, That was the new
comer’s nama, I sent Hannah to wake
him, 8hke could not do so, and grew
alarmed. She had a key that would
open the door, and used it. The next
thing I knew we were all in the room,
und the windows were wide open, and
the doctor had been sent for; and the
oung man who had cslled was scream-
ing that his brother had been choked
to death ; and then there was the in-
quest, and they arrested me. The
brother said the first thing he noticed
was that I wore Mr. Glenn’s wrtch and
seals. Ihad forgotton it in my terror."

“So Hannah had a key to the room?”
I said.

“Yes; at least it was a key that
would open it. It was the key of Mr,
Bassford's door. She knocked the
other ont with a stick and put that in.”

“ The people who were there on that
night were your boarders when the
other two men were found dead ?” I
asked.

“ QOh, yes!”

« And Hannsh was there also ?”

“All my married life Hannsh has
lived with me.” .

“Your daughter oversees the house-
hold in your absence ?”

% ‘1‘ Yes, poor child, with Hannah's
e .!l

Ipthonght a little while.

¢ Madam,” I said, ‘‘there is some
strange mystery in this affair. I do
not despair of proving to all the world
your entire innocence. Meanwhile, be
as calm as possible, and endeavor to
remember everything connected with
the sudden deaths that have occurred
in your house, The incident that seems
the most nnimportant may really be of
the most immense value,

So Ileft her and went home, Strange-
ly enough, on the way I met the doctor
who had been called in. He was a dull,
heavy sort of person, considerably
given to beer-drinking, and my opinion
of his ability was not very great. How-
ever, I questioned him on the subject,
and he replied :

“Well, you see, 7 don't say the old
woman raurdered him, If she did, I
should say it was by sitting on him, or
smothering him with the bolster. I
suppose the cause of his death was as-
k:ély:iu. Well, then, what is asphyxin?

by, too little breath to keep on liv-
ing. He died because he was short of
breath. So we all do. I washmy
hands of the matter, Only there's the
watch ; that looks dark.”

I had learned nothing from the doe-
tor. The coroner lived near me. His
jury had been twelve of the most igno-
rant men in town.

This is all he told me.

‘ He was smothered, that man was;
gso were the other two, Men don't
smother themselves, We made it in-
scrutable Providence t'other time. Wo
made it murder, this, That there
watch, you know.”

Thus, without any new light, I went
home end formed my plans. There
was but one way in which to pemetrate
the mystery. I must enter the house;
I must see the people there; I must
penetrate to the room in which these
men had died so suddenly, and I must
not be known in my real character.
That Madame Mattean was innocent, I
fully believed ; but that some one be-
neath her roof was guilty, I made no
doubt. It might be Hannah, Itmight
be the librarian, Mr. Bassford, whose
key fitted the dead man’s door. It was
possible—buf no, I would not harbor a
mad superstition. There conld be no
supernatural power beneath which hu-
man beings drooped and died. Death
as it came tous all was mystery enough.
‘What had been gaid to me by a woman,
who would have been & spintualist had
she lived to-day, wes a mere absurdity.

“1 believe that there igsome horrible
unseen thing in the ,"” she had

said—~''dome awful, shapeless spirit,

that when it is locked in with it vie-
tim, murders him. Let others believe
what they will, I believe that.”

The words haunted me, but Ilaughed
at them, of course, Whatever it was, I
would try to know. I had a plan.

At dusk that day I went into my
bedroom myself. I eame out a changed

onous into the room. It had been
kindled as a wood fire would have been
at the hour of retiring, by one t}uite ig-
norant of the dan possible from
coal-gas, and they slept never to
awaken, Had 1 thrown myself upon
the bed, I also shonld have found
dead at daylight, in all human proba-

man. I wore a white wig, a pair of | bility.

t n les, and an overco
gg‘tmmf ggﬁﬁx reached my keels.
had a muffier about my throat, and a
little hunch on one of my shoulders. I
carried a thick cane and stooped a
great deal as I walked. In my hand I
carried a carpet bag, and in my bosom
a pair of pistols, well loaded. -

As I passed out into the street the
early moon was just rising ; she lit me
on my way to the door of ame Mat-
teau's house.

It was opened for me, when I knocked
by old Hannah. Her eyes were red and
swollen. Then I told her that I was
a stranger and had received Madame
Mattean's address from a gentleman in
New York, and desired to stay under
her roof all night. Bhe shook her
head.

«T don’t think you can,” she said,
“The lady is away from home. Be-
sides, we are in trouble here, I don't
think Miss Gabrielle would—"

But here Miss Gabrielle herself ap-

peared.

“] am an old man, Miss,” I said,
*“ gnd, as you see, quite infirm. Idread
another step. I should take it as a
kindness if fou would accommodate
me, and I wil ﬁ]}mr any price you ask.”

Miss Gabrielle looked at Hannah.

“ We have only one room,"” she said,
“and that—"

I ended the question of my stay by
begging to be taken to it.

« You will have supper, sir ?” asked
the girl.

But I declared that I had eaten and
ong wanted rest.

er reply was :

¢ Hannah, show the gentleman to the
blue room, and make him a fire,”

I was in the blue room, the scene of
the three sudden deaths or murders, It
was a small apartment, painted blue.
It had also blue window-curtains, and a
blue silk coverlet on the bed ; a neat,
striped carpet, a set of old mahogan
furniture, and very handsome ewer ang
basin of costly china, It was at the
time almost a universal custom to burn
wood. In this room, however, was a
small coal stove. 1 alluded to this as
Hannah came in with the scuttle,

“Yes, sir,” she said,
burn coals, Her son is a clerk, or the
like, at them new mines in Mauch
OChunk, and he sends it cheap to her;
but it's adirty, nasty smelling thing and
I hate it. Now it's built and lit and
'twill warm up in fifteen minuntes, It
takes longer than wood.”

She went out of the door and came
back in a minute with a little tray on
which stood a pot and cup and saucer,
also a little bowl and a tiny pitcher,an
something in a napkin,

*« Miss sent a bite und a sip,” said
she, ¢ Tea rests us old folks mightily.
Good night.”

“Good night,” 1 said. *“I expect I
shall sleep soon; I must be up early,
though, for I have bills to pay. I have
some hundreds of dollars with me to
pay out to-morrow, and it's in this

he looked at me in a queer sort of
way, and lingered beside me. At last
she spoke: ** Look ye, sir,” she said,

“T think that folks of your age do
wrong to lock doors on themselves.
You might be ill at night, and who'd
get in to you? Leave your door un-
locked.”

The moment she was gone I turned
the key.

Was it this woman's practice to beg
travelers who stopped with her mistress
not to lock their doors? Was there
some baleful potion in the cup she lad
given me?

IL was am innocent looking ecup
enough— an old-fashioned affair covered
with little gilt sprigs. The tea was fra-
grant hyson; but the suspicion that had
crept into my mindtainted it. I fancied
a strange color, a curious smell. I put
it from me and would not have tasted it
for a kingdom,

I had not intended to sleep, and I
did not undress myself, I merely re-
moved my disgnise, and sat  down be-
side the table, with my pis%]ls beside
me. That some attempt might be
shortly made to murder me I felt to be
possible. I thonght of all the old
tales that I had heard of trap-doors,
and sliding panels, and secret entrances
to travelers’ rooms. I was not a cow-
ard, but I felt strangely nervous ; and
singularly enough for a man of my
perfect health, my hands were growing
cold, and my feet were lumps of ice,
while my head was burning hot,

- Fifteen minutes had passed, and the
fire was kindled, but the room was not
warm, The blue flames struggled
among the black coals, and flung
forked tongues tipped with yeliow into
the room. There was nothing cheerful
about the stove, though it was of that
open style now called the Franklin,
Yet, I drew a chair toward it from
habit, and sat with my feet upon the
hearth, I do not know hew long I sat
there,

Suddenly I became aware that I was
not myself, I was losing my senses.
If unseen hends had been clasped
about my neck, and an unseen knee
had been pressed against my chest,
my sensations could have been no dif-
ferent.

A thought of the evil spirit which my
friend had suggested, faintly struggled
into my mind. As 1 staggered to my
feet, a noise like the roaring of the sea
was in my ears. The flame of the can-
dle tnrned to a great yellow blur, I
barely retained strength enough to
stagger to the window and fling it open.
The fresh, cold winter air rushed in at
it. It gave me intense pain, but it re-
vivedme. In a moment more I was
able to clamber out of 1t upon the shed
below.

There I remsined until the day-
dawn, With my returning senses the
truth came to me. That which had
murdered the three men who had slept
before me in the blue chamber, was
nothing more or less than the coal
stove, ‘

It was provided with what is ealled a

damper, and this being uuﬂ:.t in a
manner which olosed it, sent the pois-

L]

¢ Missus does | pa!

18Y.
As for the fact that neither doctor
nor coroner discovered the truth, I
have but to say that they were mot
deeply scientific men—that coal stoves
were scarcely used in the place, and
thatit had not been mentioned that the
blue chamber was thus heated.

Of course I mﬂoioed the household
my discovery the next morning, an
equally, of course, Madame Mbsttean
was not enly freed from all icion,
but b:mma Bt;m objoc:l of universal
sympathy. e was always grateful
bﬁ:e, a:{d she proved her -&mﬁg:le by
Eiving me what I soon ed for, the

and of her daughter Gabrielle in mar-

riage.—Ledger,

Hydrophobia Care.

Mr. Morales, the Mexican vice con-
sul at Washington has furnished Mayor
Girand with the following prescription
for the cure of hydrophobia, which has
been tried in a great many instances in
Mexico, and never known to [ail :

Take the most tender sprouts of the
cotton plant, fresh, with leaves and all,
grind them well until all juice is ex-
tracted ; sprinkle it with water to facili-
tate the ommﬁon : the grounded mat-
ter must pressed hard, Whenever
sufficient quantity of juice is extracted,
in the manner indicated above, the pa-
tient must be compelled fo take a strong
;iosedof :ﬁ. 'JI'.'ho;:g tie.nls "hl; Ee

ound in the v i stage of the
disease are gaz?nli dilatory and re-
fuse to take the medicine, but the as-
gistants may recur to other means in
order to obtain the effect desired.
Having succeeded in getting the pa-
tient to take the medicine, it will sare-
ly, after great efforts of convulsion and
esperation, bring him so that he
ually commences to quiet down
until he falls asleep, soundly, in which
state, and with great precaution, he
must be placed or so arranged that he
lies with perfect ease, When he awa-
kens from that rest he feels himself
safe and cured then and thereafter. A
relapse of the same attack has at no
time taken place, In times when the
tient shows no symptoms, other than
well-founded fears of suffering an at-
tack, then there is no’ diﬂ!chty ina

lying the medicine to him, and he
illingly takes it, ’

Neatness. -

A girl's everyday toilet is part of her
character. The maiden who is slovenly
in the morning is not to be trusted,
however fine she may look in the even-
ing. No matter how humble your
room may be, there are eight things it
should contain: a mirror, washstand,
water, soap, towel, hair, nail and tooth
brushes, These are just as essential as
your breakfast, before which you
should make good use of them.
Parents who fail to provide their child-
ren with such appliances, not only
make a great mistake, but commit a
sin of omission. Look tidy in the
morning, and after the dinner work is
over improve your toilet. Make it a
rule of your dailylife to ““dress up”
for the afternoon, Your dress may, or
need not be, anything better than
calico ; but with a ribbon, or flower, or
some bit of ornament, you can have an
air of self-respect and satisfaction, that
invariably comes with being well-
dressed. A ¥|rl with fine sensibilities
cannot help feeling embarrassed and
awkward in a ragged, dirty dress, with
her hair nnkempt, if a stranger or
neighbor should come in. Moreover,
your self-respect should demand decent
appareling for your body. You should
make it a point to look as well as you
can, even if you know nobody will see
you but yourself.

Getting Them Out.

A family named Prather, says the
Detroit Free Press, occupying a house
on Croghan street, have paid no rent
for three months, and the landlord has
been trying to get them out. He took
away the front steps as a gentle hint,
but they lived right on. Then he got
hold of the front door key, but they
went around to the side door. The
landlord then put a carpenter in the
parlor to make repairs, but the family
moved into the kitchen, and were still
happy. After due consideration the
landlord took the windows out of the
parlor and bedroom, but the family had
a good stove and plentyof wood. Next,
after learning that he hadn't discour-
aged his tenants, the owner of the
house went in and removed all the doors
and windows, leaving the pure air of
heaven rushing through the old coop
like a ranaway mule, He thinks they
will leave in a day or two, but it 18
doubtful, as pedestrians who passed
the house in the afternoon saw the
children playing horse in the windows
and the father seated on the bed mend-
ing a rat-trap,

A New Treatment for Consumption.

Dr. William Koch ef Berlin, well
known to specialists from his investiga-
tions in the domain of modern surgery,

and from his treatise on gunshot frae-
tures, has discovered a new method of

treatment for ¢ -nsumption. It consists
in healing up the affected portions of
the lungs by injections of iodine, so as
to check the pro-ess of festering, which
is the origin of the disease. The treat-
ment has been tested in the great hos-
pitals of Berlin within a short time,
among others at the Royal Charity, in
the presence of the most eminent sur-
geons, All the reports of the cases in
which this treatment has been ad-
ministered are favorable, and hold ount
& promise of a complete cure, For
many years Dr. Koch has been trying
the experiment with animale, havip

tested it with more than three h
ot & vast outlay of time and money.

speed, and at

have been repeated.
Bascom,

. The Highway Robbers’ Art,

Ten years ago, says the New York
Times, it rarely ocourred that any per-
son unfortunate enough to fall into the
hands of the highway robber escaped
without suffering serious bodily injury.
The favorite plan was to seize the vie-
tim from behind, and render him power-
less during the prooess of purse-rifling.
Soores of men have been irreparably in-
jured by such treatment. In every

State the highwaymsan adopted this de- | CT7!

vice to fill his Now, whether
it is to be credited to an increase of civ-
ilizing influences, or to an advance in
the art of the robber, or to both, we
cannot exactly say; but whatever the
osuse may be, it is a matter for thank-
fulness that the skilled highway rubber
no longer finds it to add gar-
rotting and murder to the list of his
crimes., Heretofore the New York
thieves were supposed to be the clever-
est in the pountry. Things have
changed very greatly in this as in other
respects—so {:ﬂy, indeed, that the
New Yorkers e not only lost much
of their reputation for cleverness, but
have begun to be considered stupid
bun%}frs by the outside professionals.
The highway robberies that have lately
been committed in the city will certainly
not change this opinion. It is quite
evident that the ‘‘great” highwaymen
have been compelled by circumstances
to carry their talents elsewhere. They
have gone to cultivate new fields. Nu-
merous evidences of their success have
come to us from time to time through
the reports in the Western newspapers.

We occasionally hear of the man who
was stopped by a gentleman of the road,
and ordpmd, en pain of death, to re-
move everything of value from his pock-
ets, hand over his revolver, and depart
in We also occasionally hear of
the man who was wise enough to fold
his arms in apparent resignation, while
a gentlemanly new acquaintance de-
apoiled him of hir purse, pistols, and
jewelry. Incidents of this character
are often brought to our notice, but we
never woll:gg 11:&151 the ;iotiml submit
to be ro with such good grace.
We attribute it all to the perfection of
the highwayman's art. E.I.’ha golden
dreams which have lnred so many am-
bitions men to California have not been
without their effect on clever hiihny
robbers, The fact that those who ac-

unire fortunes rapidly are the most pro-
use in adorning themselves with val-
usble jewelry, and the most lavish in
opening their wallets, has not escaped
observation.

As a result, we find that S8an Fran-
cisoo has a large number of artist-high-
waymen. These ‘¢
knock down and beat their victims
within an inch of their lives in order to
gain whatever of a portable nature may
be upon their persons : neither dothey
draw revolvers and frighten them into
submission, like their Texan brothers,
Nothing of the sort. This is how they
work : The victim' having been se-
lected, is approached by a well-dressed
person, who charges him with the com-
mission of an offense that provokes his
anger and precipitates s quarrel. A
third person promptly appears on the
scene, goes between the beligerents,
and in the effort to separate them,
deftly removes the wallet and the watch
and chain from the pockets of the ac-
cnsed. - This device may not be alto-
gether new, but the way in which it is
carried into effect bespeaks the artist,
not the cold-blooded murderer, The
San Franciscans are, therefore, fo be
congratulated in having the most chiv-
alric, as well as the most finished, high-
waymen in the United States.

Saving a Traln.

The Troy Times says a landslide oc-
curred in a curve on the Troy and
Greenbush Railroad. A locomotive
was coming up to be attached to the
first local train down, when it was
caught by the landslide, forced from
the track, and partly turned so that its
headlight was pointed west. The slide
occurred just at the moment the New
York and Boston express was leaving
the Troy depot. The engineer of No.
39 knew that the down train could not
pass the obstrnctions, He told his
fireman, Al. Bascom, to take a red
lantern, go up the track and intercept
the train, Bascom started on his mis-
gion ; in the darkness he stumbled and
fell on the track ; the light was ex-
tinguished.

The time was too short to allow him
to return and procure another lantern ;
it was impossible in the strong wind to
light a mateh, Covered with mud, but
losing scarcely half a minute, he
pushed on ; the headlight of the ap-

roaching train came in sight; he

new his voice of warning, be it ever
go lond, conld not be heard above the
roar of the train, He had but a few
seconds in which to deterntine nupon his
course, What did he do? Something
very few wonld have thought of doing.
Taking aim as best he could he raised
his lantern and hurled it at the ap-
proaching locomotive, and then awaited
the result. He could not see where his
missile landed ; the intervening seconds
seemed ten minutes. By what we must
regard as a mysterions and beneficent
interposition of Providence, it entered
the cab window, breaking the wood-
work and coming within an inch of
striking the fireman inside fairly in the
face ; if it had hit him he would have
been seriously injunred. When the
shattering and shattered lantern fell at
tEe enghinier's feet, he knew dt.hnt some-
thing had gone mg and whistled
“ down bnﬂ(eﬂ "%gtmin slackened
gth came to a full
stop within a hundred feet of the
wrecked locomotive, saved from desirne-
tion by the presence of mind of the
msn who had thrown the lantern.

At the point where the way was ob-
structed the track is bumilt on an em-
bankment close by the river, and had a
collision oecurred between the disabled
locomotive and the moving train, the
latter would have been thrown from the
track into the river, and the horrors
and loss of life, the woundings an<l
maimings of New Hamburgh woul(l
All honor to AL,

tlemen” do not | POTATY

" The Sultan In all his Glery.

Mohammedan feast of Bairam, during
which a singular ceremonisl took place
at the Dolma Bagtche Palace, which is
thus described by a correspondent of
the Swiss Times :

«The Hall of Audience is a magnifi-
cent apattment, large, spacious and
lofty, situated in the centre of the Pal-
nce, richly gilded/find glittering with
stal and silver; his Maj Abdul-
Aziz 6n his throne; & very rude bench
covered with plates of gold, but with-
out any besuty either of workmanship
or dqun. It is placed, however, at the
h carpet which for beauty and

fully compensates. It is
of the richest crimson silk thickly
wadded, and covered with gold em-
broidery. Behind the throne standsthe
sides-de-camp and incipal officers
of the household, his chamberlains and
chief eunuch. On the right side of the
t are the ministers of state in an
atﬂmda of the deepest humility, their
heads bowed low and their arms folded
across their breasts; while to the left of
the throne, but a little behind it,stands
an aid-de-camp holding in his hand an
embroidered band of cloth which is at-
tached to it. As the first officer reach-
es the. t he salaams in the usual
manner and then steps forward. In the
centre of the carpet he salaams a second
time and then moves on to the throne.
Reaching the side of the aide-de-camp
he takes the gold fringe at the end of
the band, and touching first his meuth
and thon his forehead with it, salaams
again and has performed his duty. Re-
tiring backwards he forws in the line
behind the others who are advancing.
After the Beys have passed the civil
officers pass round. ere is then a
lull for & few seconds, as the Sultan
rises to receive the Bheik-ul-Islam, The
venerable prelate isadvancingatthe head
of a long line of Cadis,Muftis and other
members of the Ulaanau ported on
either side by two high officiuls, On
reaching the Sultan he stoops to kiss
his feet, but is raised by his Sublime
Majesty, and he then takes his place
along with the other ministers of state.
This is the most pieturesque portion of
the ceremony, for these civil cfficers in
their flowing robes, and large turbans
bound with gold, and their long beards
hnvenveryﬁoaﬂeot. As soon 88 the
last one has phssed round the Bheik-ul-
Islam says a short prayer and his Maj-
esty then retires. :

“The next three-days are spent in
festivity. The Turkish quarter s like a
huge fair in England,for in every avail-
able space booths are set up as tem-
cafes for the enjoyment of the
elders, and swingsand merry-go-rounds
for the amusement of the children, as
well as stalls for the sale of sweetmeats
and cakes, The streets are crowded
with gaily-dressed Turkish lndiesgoing
about visiting, and fathers taking their
children out to view the wonders to be
geen in the Frank shops of Galata aud
Pera. For the official world this is,
however, an anxious time, as they know
not what changes maytakeplace. Their
time is chiefly taken up in paying visi
to the hen& of departments, and
dancing, attendance upon great men
from whom they may have expecta-
tions. This, however, is all over now,
and every one has sottled down again to
work,”

Sensation of Starving.

For the first two days through which
astrong and healthy man is doomed to
exist upon nothing, his sufferings are
perhaps more acute than in the remain-
ing stages—he feels an inordinate, un-
speakable craving at the stomach night
and day. The mind runs upon beef,
bread, gnd other substantials, but still,
in a great measure, the y retains its
strength. On the third and fourth days,
but especially on the fourth, this in-
cessant craving gives place to a sinking
and weakness of the stomach, accom-
panied by s nausea. The unfortunate
sufferer atill desires food, but with loss
of strength he loses that eager craving
which is felt in the earlier stages.
Shonld he chance to dbtain a morsel or
two of food, he swallows it with a wolf-
ish avidity ; but five minutes afterward
his sufferings are more intense than
ever. He feels asif he had swallowed
a living lobster, which is clawing and
feeding upon the very foundation of his
existence. On the fifth day his cheeks
suddenly appear hollow and sunken, his
body attenuated, his color is ashy pale,
and his eye wild, glassy and cannibal-
ish. The different parts of the system
now war with each other. The stomach
calls upon the legs to go with it in
quest of (food; the legs, from very
weakness, refuse. 'The sixth daybrings
with it increased auﬂ'ei'in:;,i although
the pangs of hunger are lost in an over-

wgrins; Janguor and sickness. The
Egad becomes giddv—the ghosts of
well remembered dinners pass 1n
hideous processiens throngh the mind.
The seventh day comes, bringing in-
creased lnssitnde and further prostra-
tion of sirength. The arms hang life-
lessly, the legs drag heavily. The de-
sire for food is still felt, to a degree,
but it must be bronght, not sought.
The miserable remnant of life which
still hangs to the sufferer 18 a burden
almost too grievous to be borme; yab
his inherent love of existence induces
a desire still to preserve it, if it can be
saved without a tax uson bodily exer-
tion. The mind wanders, At one mo-
ment he thinks his weary limbs cannot
sustain him a mile, the next he is en-
dowed with unusual strength, sad if

The people of Turkey celebrated the |

Thoughts for Ssturday Night; ™.
- Avilltal man had need fo_be very

Plenty mﬂnﬁnqz?spal,’so eurb

your wants. :
What God gives men as
stones they often make into
bh&.“ ' 4T ) n‘ . mitie
Time is short, and if your
heavy, remember you have not
ouryit. g S
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safe from ve. np.
of rising in their own esteem,
lowering t.h;irneighhcu. Y
itics are always those w 5, ne
S e v et
nllmmww Hi i WL T ]

attempted or who have failed
— ) g5 00
Sittog Up with Hers 1. i
She was expecting . him BSatprday
night ; the parlor curtains were .
the old folks notified that it was héalthy
to go to bed st eight d'eloek, and
Johnny, bribed with & cent, permitted
himself to be tucked away at sundown.

dos' 1 m]Tad
#old man,” who didn’t like him any

too well, gave a faint knock at the door,
and it was opened and he was - escorted

into the ,parlor. He said he mnw
but ‘s minute, though didn

T o %0 go for bours. ' SHE waéd o

know how his mother waa; if

had returned from York H

his brother Bill's rheumatism war way
better ; and he went over and sat
on the sofs, 80 a8 not to strain his voi
Then conversation flageed, and ‘he
played with h“a and she nibbled st
the sofa tidy. .Lllid it was a
beautifal evening, and lied

]&.:nid he guessed it wonldn’t snow, a8
L]
the moon wasn't orooked ' ito®
hang & powder-horn on the en:
she said she didn't believe i
eithe:.dt This m“hutlhu
seemed to give each o courage, AT
he mtedgt«:) know if she had seen Bill
Jones lately. Shehadn’t, she said, and
didn’t want to. Then they m;;:ht:]*p
ing about the donation visit which was
to?\)e given Elder Berry, and ho care-

83
;

&

les his hand on hers—his
b ﬂgﬂm%ﬂahhleﬂ arm sneaked

dot;ﬁ the sofa and got behind her
should

e not #o notioce it, and
st his boots and wanted
to know if she thought

rotted out boots faster t;ll:m M mx .

lampblack. She couldn’t say, but she:
hadpnn ides that it did. He had just,
comimenced to lock fingers with her,
when she discovered that som '
ailed the lamp. She rose up and turn
tarned the lamp down & making
the room look It took him tive
minutes to get hold of her again,
aud she pretended to want to draw her
hand awsy sll the time.  After a long
panse he lowered his voice to a whisper,
and said he didn’t see what made folks
love each other. She bit her handker-
ohief and admitted her ignorance.
said th;t he could name t; ‘::tm
men who were going
right away, and his left arm fell down
and gave her a hug. Then he went over
and looked out of the window to make
sure that it was or was not going to
snow, and, coming back, he turned the ‘
light down a little more, and then n't :
down and wanted to know if she didn’t
want to rest hersell by leaning her head
on his shoulder. i il s
Ah, me ! We have all been there, and
who of us cared & cent when the old
clock struck twelve, and we five
from home ? The old man was fast
asleep, the watch-deg
and the handsomest girl in the country
didn's see why we need be in a hurry.

She
he looked down

Business Law.

Ignorance of the law exouses no ome.
It is a frand to conceal a fraund.
The law compels no oneto doimpossi-
bilities, )
An sgreement without consideration
is void.
Signatures made with lead-pencil are
good in law.
A receipt for money paid is not legally

conclusive. .
The acts of one partner bind all the

thers.
¥ Of:rx:tmta made on Sunday eannot be

forced. |
enAo contract made with a minor is void.

A contract made with a lunatic is

void. a -
Contracts for ldve_:hum“udantl in Sun-
rs are in :
d“r?;:—i'pl:l?e mmruponsihle for the
acts of their agents. g
Agents are responsible to their prin-
;EE {:
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gone a-visiting, .

-

here be a certainty of relief before |ci or errors, §
iiren. dashes bravel ysmd strongly for- _mdmdunl in & ‘;:xin i:
ward, wondering wienoa proceeds his mpg:‘::blel :g: m whole amoun
i 80
new and sudden impulse. G e v by & isce & s
A country fellow entered one of the| Notes bear in only when lo -
New York banks, and, walking up to stated. _ -
the eounter, exclaimed, ‘“ Here I am ; 1| Itisnotle noo:::p‘ B8y On
want you to take & fair look atme.” note#* for recei ) oo
Without s word further he strode out. A note drawn on Sanday vdd.m____‘ .
The nexé @ same customer reap- “mwﬂmﬂ- i
darof tho 1ame words snd | PSR T G 3
in ' The third day, at | 1o 13
:g:lntthemtimo, he walked in, and Hnmubebd.mhm_”# ;
advancing to the teller's desk, threw nlaluﬂnm.ll:;,_ pay b T
down a draft pcylhlsthmd%:qﬂa' An endorser of s note'is - i I ‘
#ight. *Now,” said he, ‘‘you've scen : ! .
me three times ; I want the money for



